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^■Popplewell, when ho found Ills present 
merely prosperous and his future respect¬ 
ably secure, determined ‘n build him a 
past. v 


prepared to read. But hi* heart almost 
stopped as she read: 

Oh, Carrie, my Carrie, 

Tho heart of the town • . 

{Of this" most evil town). 

•Seems to jest at God's frown. 

And 1 fain would not tarry, 

But fly back to my own, * 

My Carrie, my Carrie. 

H was somo of his disproportionate. Ju- 


Morn 111ia t 7? r Vi n ^*1, dlcrotts, bombastic Verne written to thy 

had not been brought up with the idea Dev j zcs B i r | fifteen years ago! 
tint ease might feme day bo hie portion. Thcro was a shriek of laughter, and 
and. until the ope »f -0 wae ®\every ono looked at him for an explain- 
board teacher with what ho flrmlj be- lJon _ j Ie ma(lo no motion, - and tho pltl- 
Moved an ‘Influence for good. Ho was i css vo j ce roa d jn ore of the damnable 
firmly convinced at this matured nge t.iat doggerel, and then an essay* on life ami 
a man to do anything great must have j, 0c | cty written from the narrow stand- 
a mate whoso aspirations colncldo with point of absolute ignorance.' 
his own. This, ho told hla friends, was He cr ept out of the housn and made 
the idea! life- He selected tho maid vritn j 5 j 3 way fj, H quiet of Grosvcnor 
becoming care. , square, around which ho walked a dozen 

When he was 21 a relative who had times, trying to understand what had. 

matlo a large fortune In Nebraska aaoptea \, e falIoTi him. That Mrs. Bertram, the 

him as heir. Until thts time Popplcwcil brilliant American widow, was his Carrie 
had been wont to regard riches win a he could no longer doubt. Indeed, as he 
cold and condemning eye. Ho assured thought of her a dozen little tricks of 
his friends that the changed circum- manner came back to him. But it was all 
stances would enable him to purchase me, too incomprehensible ns yet, and he made 
books for which he had longed. his way back to Brutton street to seo 

When Popplewell and his uncle came w j»at she had to say. Popplewell w*3 
to town they stayed at a hotel In Biook not wholly a. coward, 
street, where tho price or dinner wus When It was almost certain that tho 
more than the school teacher nan ex- sues t s would be gone he returned to the 
pended in a month on his meals, jic house. Even the well tratned footman 
•wrote glowing accounts to the maiden smiled covertly as he ushered him into 
who was to shave tho Ideal life with him, jjtu e study to uwalt the possible 

but there was an underlone of regret ai coming of his duchess. 

London's wasted opportunities. inc She swept Into the loom, magnificent, 
richer classes, he found, were so utterly se jf contained and haughty, 
lost to the sense of duty. He wrote a n e roso al j wr coming and looked her 
number of verses on this profound sub- fu j t tn the oyc5 . 

Sect and begged Miss Carrie carter oi "Need you havo done It?** he asked 
Devises not to destroy them, as he put- quietly, 

posed producing them In volume form at "There was no more actual need than 
a later date. Carrio Carter read tnc-c f 0r vdu to havo written mo as you did 
poems and essays with reverence, ana when you left me." 

her young heart overflowed with thankful- "VYeil, you scored cleverly enough," ha 
ness when she reflect6d on his gemus. paid wearily. "No revenge could have 
She was unsophisticated, 17, and naa out- been more perfect. God I how they 
grown her strength. Furthermore, largo laughed. Tell mo how |t Is you havo 
round spectacles detracted from her goou changed from an awkward gauche girl 
looks, and she was excesslvoly nervous, j n to || 1C woman you are." 

Jn moments of agitation she would upset “Nothing more wonderful than your 
furniture. Popplewell had frequently to own transition. I went to America after 
censure her for tho lack of that reposo you j e ft England and lived with a cousin 
which stamps the caste of Acre do vere. „ntil I married Mr. Bertram. JIo was 
This depressed her exceedingly. Not mat very rich and we 11 veil everywhere. 1 
Popplewell was a Chesterfield, but ho pos- saw you tn Paris years ago: I saw* you 
sessed a certain superficial knowledge or j n Petersburg and Vienna." 
things, a Review of Reviews kind of clov- He winced. "Then you knew I had Hod 


lecture, Popplewell least of nil. but It will to walk, and most of all to have the ease 
be seen that he strove after the mteilcc- 0 f manner that millions and power can 
tual. buy,” 

But when riches came lie found that the ".That's what you did In the book," he 
intellectual was not fashionable except said, 
among obscure literal* folk who lived In "What book?** 

Highbury. Hamstead or Brlxton. The « ‘Peter Ibbcttson.’ I have always 
true' friends of Popplewell were amazed thought of you as tho Duchess of Tow- 
m learn that ho had dropped the pursuit e rs. She was a gawky girl who grew to 
of learning, and one of them, seeing him bo magnificent, as you are." 

.correctly attired In the lobby of a Shaftcs- The woman looked at him curiously, 
bury avenue theatre during the acts, took She had been prepared for some exhlb’l- 
back the news to Wiltshire that ho was Hon of temper, and here ho was talking 
on the broad path. In a dull, dispassionate lone. 

The essays and poems wore by this "Aren't you angry with me?" sho do- 
tlme discontinued, and the letter he wrote manded. "Don’t you understand that you 
to Carrie, preparatory to accompanying cun never associate with vour friends 
his uncle on a tour of tho world, was n again without being ridiculed? Don’t vou 
tnastcrpleco in Us way. He conveyed the understand that I plotted this humttla- 
ImpreEslon that hla soul was .in such a Hon for you?*' 

state of revolt that marriage was a ven- "I understand.” he answered. "I dc- 
Uire he dared not contemplate. He serve It. I behaved like an intolerable 

touched lightly on the, hollowness of cad In tho old days.", 

things, and concluded by saying her in- "Don't you hate me?" she asked, 
fhionce over him was largely responsible Ho shook his head, 
for making him the; man he was. "Perhaps it Ik that I am not strong 

Poor Carrie of the spectacles answered enough to hate tho woman I love. I loved 
this effusion. The letter reached him at you when you and I were boy and jtlrl. 

Rouen, and, not without feeling a pang but then I loved myself first. Now, 

of shame, he sent It back unopened. Popa- now, I love you first, and I am neither 
pjewell’s uncle, who made no pretense at Jlyng nor posing when I ?av that," 
'dtilturc. found Paris very much to his "What shall we do?" 
taste, and after the world tour made Ids "Oh, go awav somewhere and hide. You 
home-there. During the three years they sec yourself that, I cannot stay hero- 
lived In tho French capital Popplewell There Ik nothing else to do." 
learned to speak a very correct French, "There’s one other thing," she salr 
and even wrote It with fair success, lie with a little catch In her voice, "you can 
was never without ii copy of Verlaine, take me with you." 
which proved Indisputably that he was "Carrie!” he cried In amazement, 
possessed of tho true culture. Providence, She smiled back at him through the 
masquerading Jn the gulso of ptomaine tears that were In her eyes, and held out 
poisoning, removed the uncle from Pop- her hands. 1 

pie well's path and left him master of a ’‘Yes.*' she raid softly, "still your Car- 
charming apartment In tho Rue d’Antin rle."—(Copyright), 
and £12.009 per annum, 
f ;IIc removed Instantly to London, and 
was enabled, by reason of his member¬ 
ship of n good Parisian club, to gain ad¬ 
mission to one In Pall Mall. There were 
some who were curious as to Popple- 
WcH*6 people, his public school and col¬ 
lege. but he soon lived down any doubts 
an to his eligibility, and was accepted 
aB a good looking, decent mannered rich 
dilettante who paid Ids bridge losses with 
a cheerfulness that Was amazing. 

But to hl« Intimates Popplewell .Inferred 
tliat he had a romantic past Interwoven 
with the unhappiness of n lady whoso 
husband represented a foreign count at 
Vienna. Since there me so many changes 
hi the corps diplomatique Popplewell was 
safe from detection, and tho crotlo verses 
he published, hud beautifully bound, and 
presented to his friends were, thought to 
be tribute to the lady who could never be 
hi*,-' 1 

Young girls thought him delightfully 
wicked, and some mothers feared he was 
"one of the qttlel kind** of whoso de¬ 
baucheries no on$ need bo surprised tc 
learn.. 

; When he watf 35 Popplewell determined 
to marry a woman who could advance 
him socially. 

There was at that time a very brilliant 
.American widow Into whose house he had 
not.* so far. been able to gain admittance 
It was nqt that she was very rich of 
beautiful, but rather that she had at-' 
tallied a position In society due to her I 
wit and charm that attracted Popplewell. 

Hla heart was overjoyed when one morn- i 
ing a friend begged a volume of hla 
"Songs After Verlaine" to present to the 
American charmer. 

Mrs. Bertram is very fond of poetry," 
explained Jevone. "and I told her I had 
a pal who wrote rea! hot stuff;" 

*’The phrase is hardly adequate." mur¬ 
mured Popplewell, "but you can have a 
volume tf you want It." 

A \veek later lie was Introduced to 
the lady he persisted in thinking of as 
the Duchess' or Towers of Du Maurlcr's 
novel. Popplewell fell at her shrine* and 
worshiped. 

•Tevone could not understand It at all. 

"I can’t think what she is doing," he 
■aid. "She could have had ArdsJcy. who 
ha* a title,* Priestly, wlio Is better look¬ 
ing, or Kingsley, who does not pose but* 
la really clever and worth twice as much 
us thl* chap." 

' When Popplewell proposed Mrs, Ber¬ 
tram turned her great blue eyes on him. 
with something of sorrow. In them. 

**I like you very much,” she said, but 
I • oppose I’m an old fashioned woman, 
for l could not marry a man whose past 
does not bear looking Into. I have heard 
abodt a. certain Viennese scandal.” 

AJas poor Popplewell! The scandal he 
hud with such difficulty created was now 
to be hla undoing.- He was to be haunted 
by the ghost of a woman who had never 
been born! 

Ho asked if she would defer an answer 
until he could explain everything to her 
tomorrow. He was naturally much agi¬ 
tated. 

He spent.the nlglit In thinking what to 
ray. To confess a blameless past was 
not a pleasant prospect, but to lose ills 
lady was a worse one. Compromise 
seemed Impossible. 

’ On the morrow Popplewell showed that 
there was stll some manhood In him, for 
he abased lilmself and told her tho truth'. 

She. said very little, but told him she 
would give him aii answer when she had 
thought It over. At present she only 
liked him bettor than other men, but 
that was not enough. Also she asked if 
ahe might tell her friends that they had 
labored under an illusion as to the murkt- 
neas of hla past. Groaning, Popplewell 
consented, and beheld his record washed 
■o clean that even a Y. M. C. A. would 
have accepted him without hesitation. 

Ho dedicated hla new volume of verso 
to her and she acemcd eo pleased that 
she gave, a dinner-to thirty of their tn- 
.tltnats friends at her house In Bruton 
street tn honor of the poet. After dinner 
she wan asked to read some of the son- 
neU- 

PoppJewetl glowed with pride, for 
Petrarch had not striven harder to 
make hts verses to Laura morq perfect 
than had he to honor his beloved. He 
knew his Verses were good, and ho leaned 
back a*, she took the dainty volume and 












